32                    MARY STUART.             ACT 11.

There with scant ritual in his heretic sight

By mine own woful name, whence God, I pray,

For her take off its presage ?   I misdeemed,

Who deemed all these and yet far more than these

For one born queen indignities enough,

On one crowned head enough of buffets : more

Hath time's hand laid upon me : yet I keep

Faith in one \\ord I spake to Paulet, saying

Two things were mine though I stood spoiled of all

As of my letters and my privy coin

By pickpurse hands of office : these things yet

Might none take thievish hold upon to stnp

His prisoner naked of her natural dower,

The blood yet royal running here unspilled

And that religion which I think to keep

Fast as this royal blood until I die

So where at last and howsoe'er I fare

I need not much take thought, nor thou for love

Take of thy mistress pity ; yet meseems

They dare not work their open will on me :

But God's it is that shall be done, and I

Find end of all m quiet   I would sleep

On this strange news of thine, that being awake

I ma) the freshlier front my sense thereof

And thought of life or death.   Come in with me.